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FEAR IN 


BECOMES ALIVE IN 


PHE EERIE AND: 
+ SCARIFYING 


BH These innocent looking 


- 
GPS) pellets magically turn to 
worms when dropped in a 


glass of water. Horrify your 
friends with this harmless 


trick, 
Wo. 612 25 


CUMPLETE SPECIAL INVESTIGATOR 
KIT 


BADGE x CARRYING CASE 


oe SPECIAL 1.0. CARD Orainary 


Item 639B. Beast from 20,000 fathoms 1.00 


TRICK BLACK SOAP 
looking piece 
of soap. Victim washes 
face and gets. blacker 


$975 ang Blacker. nes ne 
. gets a look in the mir- 
Item 639K King k $1 oo ‘ Hariltees ne. stocket: 
. «Kin, ong. -$1.00 larmless. 
i J No. 575) (Only 35e 


You never know when a Vampire 
will strike! Be ready with this 
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ONIONS! It’s too funny! 
5 slices to a pack 

No 281 me || 


FULL SIZE SKELETON 


7 FEET TALL 
EYES GLOW IN 
THE DARK 
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This miracte Dook gives the 
addresses of associations, fed 
eral agencies and manutac 
turers that are anzious to send 
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Azz HWS LIFE THE OLD MAN HAP BEEN STUDYING DEATH! 
WE ANEW ALL THERE WAS TO KNOW ABOUT... DYING! 70 HIS 
KEEW OLD MIND, THE WAY A (IAN DREW HIS LAST BREATH, 
THE FEAR AND PAIN AND HORROR, WAS VOT A TRAGEDY, 
BUT MERELY AN INTERESTING BIT OF SCIENTIFIC 
DATA / PEOPLE OFTEN WONDERED HOW HE GATHERED 
WS AMIATERIAL, BUT NONE COULD GUESS THE GRUE- 
SOME TRUTH, BECAUSE THEY PION 'T KNOW ABOUT... 


FOR MY OWN elem 
RESTING, ) YOUNG MAN / 
"WRORESSOR ’ ]UP/ NO NEED TO BE 
KELSEY/ YOU AFRAID OF DEATH! 
MADE. THIS 
COFFIN YOUR~ 
SELF, BY HAND? 
FOR YOUR 
OWN, ER - 


CONCLUDES 
ANCTHER 
NTERVIEW 


1 KNOW I'M consio-N. 


ERED ECCENTRIC / MY 

BOOKS ON DEATH, 
THE WAY | LIVE, THE 

WAY | HOARD MY 
MONEY, EVERY- 
THING / | DON'T. 
CARE /AND THIS 
PICTURE AND 

INTERVIEW WILL 


THE OLD DODO 
MAKES GOOD 


BACK AT THE NEWS PAPER... 


YOU CAN SAY 
THAT AGAIN / 


YEAH/ THE 


YOU GOT THE 
KELSEY STORY, 
HUH? GOOD? 


COPY /HE'S A 
REAL MACABRE 
CHARACTER, 


AIN'T HE? MILLION 


PROFESSOR 
HOMER KELSEY, 
ANNOUNCED THE 
PUBLICATION 
DATE OF HIS 
NEW BOOK, 
“THE FACTS OF 
DEATH!" HE 


§ ALLOWED HIS 


PICTURE TO BE 
TAKEN IN A 


BE GOOD PUB- 
LICITY FOR MY 
NEW BOOK — 
‘THE FACTS 
OF DEATH!” 


COFFIN HE MADE 
INTEREST IS 
WIDESPREAD/ 


AIRE, TOO! 


MINTEREST 1S SO WIDESPREAD THAT 
THE NEXT DAY, IW ANOTHER CITY... 


SOTHIS/THE | HMMM— 
PROFESSOR WHAT OLD MAN DON'T ) MAYBE YOU 
WRITES ALL THEM BELIEVE IN GOT AN 


SEE THIS? THE OLD 


1S THAT ALL YOU GOT BOOKS ABOUT DYIN’?} BANKS/ SO IDEA AT THAT, 


TA DO, SLUGGER, READ 
THE STUPID PAPERS / 
WE'RE DOWN 
TO OUR LAST \ SHADDUP, 
TEN DOLLARS! 


HE‘S A NUT, SEE? BUT / WHERE DOES | SLUGGER’ 
HE KEEP ALL 
HIS LOOT? 
MIGHT BE 
INTERESTING 
TO FIND OUT, 
HUH? 


HE'S ALSO A MILLION — 
AIRE, | HEAR 


THIS ISA 
PUSHOVER, MYRT/ 
HE DON'T HAVE 
NO GUARDS OR 
DOGS OR 
» ANYTHING 


1 BEEN WONDERIN’ 
ABOUT THAT/IT'S 
ALMOST LIKE HE 

WANTED SOME- 

BODY TO ROB 
HIM/ 


ALINUTES LATER... | SNAP OUT 


F OF IT/ THE By FRIENDS" WUH?P 
u ra | 
LOOKIT THAT, \ | DUNNO, TREE Is | THOUGHT PER- 3 WERE 
MYRT/THE OLD \ SLUGGER! \ RIPE FOR BuT it’s ¥| HAPS YOU EXPECTING 
GOPHER |S PICKING/ £ 700 EAS¥/ WEREN'T us? 


SITTING IN 

HIS COFFIN’ / WE BETTER 
yy LEAVE THIS 
YM ' JOB ALONE / 
CAR, 


@ coming’ 


OH, YES/THAT IS | WAS 
EXPECTING SOMEONE ; | 
DIDN'T KNOW EXACTLY WHO? 
NOW THAT YOU'RE HERE... 


WE GOT 
WwAys TO \ 
MAKE YOU } 
TALK, 
POpP/ 


YEAH, Now | YOU KNOW, 
THAT WE'RE / POP, MONEY / 
Give/ 


DON'T GIVE 
us THAT! 
YOU'RE SUFFER- i 
ING FROM THE DE- | 
LUSION THAT | 
HAVE LARGE SUMS 
\ OF MONEY IN THE 
HOUSE / | HAVE 
NO MONEY/ 


you'rRE sTuPio! THE NEXT STEP 1S INEVITABLE... 
USING FORCE,TSK TSK/ 
AN INTELLIGENT THIEF, / HUH! You \ MAYBE | DO, AND I'M 
WITHA COFFIN PRES- /ARE NUTS/ |BEGINNING TO GET 
\ ENT, WOULD EVOKE _//| DON'T GET , AN IDEA/ 
THE FEAR OF YOU AT HA / 
ALL/ THE FEMALE 
IS THE MOST 
INTELLIGENT 


MIVRILE MAKES A DISCOVERY... LAND THE FENMIALE TAKES OVER... 

}SEE WHAT YOU MEAN, PoP’ 

YOU THINK WE CAN'T SCARE 
YOU.’ BUT YOU GOT AN- 
OTHER THINK COMIN‘ 


/ WE/LL GIVE YOU A PREVIEW) INTO THE 
OF DEATH, POP/ YOU THOUGHT ) COFFIN 
| WOULDN'T FIGURE THAT 
OUT, HUH ? 


no’ WO/ 


PLEASE 
WITH you//NOT THAT 


\ Nast} ih Ui 
\) AANA 
AYA) NN 
a 
’ iY 


wt 


TAN AS 


wht 

, iis 
ay, 
< 


STOP FIGHTING, YOU OLD 
FOOL / GET IN, UNL! 


ESS you're J |'LL_ SMASH YOUR 
READY TO TALK? 


FINGERS, YOU CRAZY 
OLD GALOOT/ 


HOW DO YOU LIKE IT, POP? 
MAYBE YOU - CHUCKLE- WANT 


YOUR PICTURE TAKEN, HUH? 
HE‘LL TALK.“ A FEW 


MINUTES IN HIS OWN 

COFFIN WITH NO AIR, 

AND HE'LL TALK 
PLENTY? 


| TELL You | 
HAVEN'T ANY 
MONEY’ DON'T 
LL SMOTHER 
TO DEATH 
IN HERE/ 


TOO BAD THAT NEWS PAPER 
MAN AIN'T HERE’ 


HA,HA,HA, A COUPLA 
MORE MINUTES AND 


WHAT. 
D’'YA THINK, MYRT/ 
WE DON'T WANT 
THE OLD GEEZER 
TO DIE JN THERE! 
HE AIN'T NO GooD 
TO US DEAD/ 


HE'LL TALK’ 


LET HIM STAY IN 
ANOTHER MINUTE, 
-SIVE HIM A GOOD 


INTERESTED 
IN DYING! 


HEY, HE AIN'T. 


THUMPIN’ ANy- 
MORE’ M- MAYBE 
HE DIED ON US/ 


YA BETTER 


OPEN IT UP, 

SLUGGER? HE 
MIGHT HAVE A 
WEAK HEART / 


HURRY UP/ HE'S THE ONLY 
ONE THAT KNOWS WHERE 
THE MONE? |S HIDDEN: 


YEAH=IM-GASP FINAL. 
HURRYIN/ A / 

| reaeecy, | HUH) BUT 

|awe ROW ANE, 

THeéN.. | COULDN'T... 


YOUR GUN, 
SLUGGER?’ 


LITTLE TRICK, 
ISN'T IT? THE 
BOTTOM oF 
THE COFFIN 
OPENS INTO A 
SECRET PASS- 
AGE “BUT...!'VE 
GOT A LOT of 
SURPRISES 


YEAH / WE THE POLICE’ | HAVE NO IDEA 
Cea SEY /\Lose/ WE'LL) OF CALLING THEM /IN FACT, | | 


GET TEN DOUBT IF THE POLICE WOULD 
YEARS... -AHEM- APPROVE OF MY 
EACH OF | LITTLE EXPERIMENTS /How 
us/ PO YOU SUPPOSE | KNOW 
SO MUCH ABouT DYING? 
SIMPLE // Wa7TCY PEOPLE 
QIE! 


YOU AIN'T ON THE CONTRARY I'M 
THINKIN! OF QUITE SANE’ BUT I'M A 
KILLIN‘ Us? SCIENTIST’ YOU WILL 

SOON SEE’ 


car eae 


s/o) 


THE RUMORS OF 
MY CONCEALED 
WEALTH WERE 
BAIT/SUGAR, — 
YOU MIGHT SAY, 
To CATCH FLIES/ 


YOU ARE NOT 


WHAT ARE 
YOU DOING 
THAT FOR? 


YES, WHY 


I'M S-SCARED, SLUGGER! 
THAT LOONEY IS GONNA 
EXPERIMENT ON US/ 


Zi 


‘ == 
THEY SEE 
ING SIGHT... 


MN THE CORNER 

A BLOOP CHILL 
LOOK ’ BONES, f 
SKULLS/ 


y¥- YES/ HE 
MEANT IT WHEN 


HE SAID WE WEREN'T 


THE FIRST/ 


Lf 
_ We 
dla: 


Wie PROFESSORS FACE 
APPEARS ATA GRILLE. 


LROFESSOR KELSEY 


CONSULTS A L/ST... 


MY FRIENDS, THE EXPERI- 
MENTS BEING NUMEROUS, 
HAVE LIMITED THE CHOICE 

OF DEATHS 


A C-CHOICE? 


WHAT DO 
YOU MEAN? 


I'M_SORRY, BUT I'VE ALREADY 
STUDIED ALL THE EASY Ways 
OF DYING/|'M AFRAID YOU'LL 

HAVE TO CHOSE ONE OF 

THESE/ 


OUR LITTLE EXPERIMENT 
BEGINS / NOW YOU'LL (HA-HA) 
SEE APART OF MY HOUSE 
THAT VERY FEW SEE / 


No! YAAAA LET US OuT/ 
HELP! EEE FES EGE 


YOWWW- \ Don't WANT 


TSK/ TSK/ 
TWO OF THE 
WORST I'VE 

EVER HAD/ 


MLL Give THE KZZQWWWZ 
ALITTLE TIME 
To comPOsE £27 


GZ 
THEMSELVES/QO00 67 


LBYT AS HE CONSULTS HIS AASS OF 
NOTES, THE PROFESSOR MAKESA 
SVARTLING DISCOVER™.. 


WHAT? THIS IS INCREDIBLE /| MUST 
BE GETTING ABSENT MINDED / I'VE 
OVERLOOKED A VERY INTER- 


ESTING METHOD OF DYING! 
__4 SOMEHOW !- OHH- 
THE PAIN- MY- 


OHHH - GAAAA- 
BUT | CAN'T DIE NOW” 
I-MY WORK- NOT DONE 
YET / |-OOQOOOHHHHH- 
I'VE NEVER STUDIED 
DEATH BY-ARRRRR- 


Wes/wow 7WE 
PROFESSOR 
15 REALLY AN 
EXPERTIME, 


OVER THE HOWL OF THE WIND CAME A SHRILL AND HORRIBLE CRY OF DEATH! TWO 
MEN AND A WOMAN, CHALLENGED THE HIGHEST PEAIKK IN THE WORLD, WHICH HAD 
NEVER BEEN CONQUERED! 


ee 
) MOUNT EVEREST, 
| CRUEL AND CON- 


MY NAME. IS SANDRA SCOTT AND N 
THIS IS HOW I LOOKED BEFORE \ 
THE STORY BEGAN SEVERAL MONTHS 
AGO! I WAS ONE IN A PARTY OF 
MOUNTAIN CLIMBERS, GETTING 

READY TO TACKLE THE KING OF 

ALL MOUNTAINS -EVEREST! 


ITH OUR NATIVE GUIDE, OOG, WE STARTED UP THE V/ ONLY THREE - 
LAST DANGEROUS STRETCH OF EVEREST... THOUSAND YARDS 
5 GANG! THREE- NY WN / of Ringer's 
E GOES, GANG! THREE- NY j 
HERI A ce Ne STRAIGUT 


ty 


THOUSAND YARDS AND WE'LL 
BE THE FIRST HUMANS EVER 
TO CLIMB EVEREST! 


y wi BE CAREFUL 
=) } 


DON'T THINK 
ABOUT IT SANDRA! 
WE'VE GOT TO 


EASY NOW— NOTHING TO 
WATCH YOUR THIS LITTLE 
FOOTING! 


VE GOT TO 

KEEP UP WITH 
THE MEN! GOT 
TO PROVE I'M 


THEN, AS WE STOPPED To 
REST, 1 SAW COG STUD’ 
ING THE Sky 

OH, THAT 
(INTENTLY,., WIND Is 
\\ TERRIBLE! 


NO GOOD, 
BIG STORM 
COME FAST! 


HOLD ON EVERYONE! 
CAN'T LET THE TENT 
BLOW AWAY! 


SuDvENLY OuR GUIPE cRYED OuT GREAT 
IN HORROR.,, ( GODFRey, 


YIM — LOOK 
SOME STRANGE 
THING_COMES 
OUT OF 
STORM! 


LIKE NO 
MAN 1 
EVER SAW 
BEFORE!) 


BEWARE/ I 
WARN YOU! GO 
BACK WHILE 
THERE 1S 5 
TIME! ‘ 


. Y 
THE MOUNTAIN IS ANGRY! /T Wee 


KILL YOU...TURN BACK! 


) THE GHASTLY FIGURE STARTED TO VANISH INTO 
) THE STORM... 


| 


HE SAID THE \ 

MOUNTAIN 

WOULD KILL 
us! 


/ COME BACK, 
} MAN! WHO 
ARE YOU? 


KAHN, THE GREAT NOW I GO TO 
A PLACE FROM WHICH THERE 
ae IS NO RETURNING! 


HAAAAAS my name once rag 


KAHN, THE GREAT?!,,,HE WAS BURIED ON THIS > 
MOUNTAINS CENTURIES AGO! Z: 


INCREDIBLE! 4 006 NO Like! | 
TURN BACK! 
Now} 


Cz» | <2 1S MUMMY! \ 


~ 


(Later, AS THE STORM BLEW ITSELF OUT, WE ) 
| STARTED UP THE LAST THOUSAND YARD.,. 


: ExAIn”,— 
ae a ZZ CH IT MAYBE O0G IS 
DAN, THE LEADER OF ouR FP” | NOW! FROM. ( RIGHT-PERHAPS * 
PARTY THREATENED OOG a HERE ON EVERY \ WE SHOULD 3 
) WITHA GUN,,, Z FOOT |S TURN BACK! 
TREACHEROUS! 8 


WE'RE GOING ON, UNDER- \ 

STAND? I'M_NOT GOING To } 

BE CHEATED BY ATHING — / 
IN RAGS! 


CAREFUL, 
SANDRA, AS 
\ DON'T BUMP 
/ YOUR HEAD 

{ AGAINST THE 
CLIFFS FACE! 


I'M ALL 

RIGHT! 

PULL ME 
uP} 


5 YAAAA— SEE THERE IN ICE} IS 
3 HAND OF MAN} 

THERE SHE rags 

IS AT LAST! \ 3 


9006 STILL 
THINKS BETTER 
GO BACK! 


TO OUR HORROR WE RECOGNIZED 
[THE THING THAT STARED UP AT Us... 


THAT'S THE SAME MUMMY THAT WARNED 

US BACK THERE! KAHN, THE GREAT! 
THIS IS WHERE HE DIED! 

THIS ISA NATURAL ICE- Box! 

HE SHOULD BE WELL 


PRESERVED! 


YAAAA- HIS 
GHOST TELL 


“ : US GO BACK! 
\S BAD. To 
DISTURB BODY! : 

ING 


BAD 
BR INGE 


As WE STARED AT THE CORPSE WE SUDDENLY 
HEARD A PEAL OF MANIACAL LAUGHTER! AND 


WHAT WE SAW BROUGHT COLD SWEAT OUT 
ON OUR BODPIES,,., 


en 
1AM THE GRAVE KEEPER! GO BACK, | 
FOOLS, WHILE THERE IS STILL TIME! / 
COME ONE STEP CLOSER AND YOU 


DIE! NONE WILL EVER CONQUER ee 
HA-HA-HA-HA- THE MOUNTAIN! é 
HO-HO-HO-HO- | 
HA-HA-HA-HA- 
wS YuUN-'s 


DEATH SPIRIT 
OF MOUNTAIN! 


~—7) 


\ 
) 


As WE STOOD, SHAKING IN TERROR, AND 
UNDECIDED, DAN STARTED FORWARD! 
ONLY HE WAS UNAFRAID... 


\M GOING ON! NO GHOST, OR SPIRIT, 
OR WHATEVER IT IS, IS GOING TO ., 
KEEP ME. FROM LICKING 

EVEREST! r 


But vust as DAN WAS A Few 3 
en FEET FROM THE TOP... 5 
Yi 


D Ez 
CAREFUL! 


A_ CREVICE 
OPENING — 


WE'LL NEVER MAKE IT, COG! MOUNTAIN » “ 00G, THE ROCKS! CAVING IN ON Us! 
HEAR THAT HORRIBLE DEATH IS RUN! MAYBE WE CAN FIND ANOTHER 
LAUGHTER-THAT THING J ‘ LEVGE VOWN LOWER ON THE ; 


IS TAUNTING US! 


OCG TRAPPED By ROCKS! 
HELP -NO LEAVE FOR DIE! 
YAM 


TERRIEIED AS I WAS, I COULD NOT LEAVE 
THE HELPLESS MAN TO DIE ALONE! As L 
WORKED DESPERATELY THAT HORRIBLE 
LAUGHTER RANG IN MY EARS.~.., 


HA-HA-HA-HA- 
DIE! 


§HO-HO-HO-HO- YOU WA/TED 700. 

( LONG! THE MAN DIES FIRST, THEN 

( YOu" YOU WILL NEVER DEFY THE § 
; MOUNTAIN AGAIN{ ~~ 


ZZ Say 
THAT CREATURE — 


ON SKIS! COMING 
AFTER ME! 


©06G DIED BENEATH A SHOWER 
cKS, ; 


7 


3 SUDDENLY 1 COULD RUN NO FARTHER... 


T Was OUT OF MY MIND WITH FEAR 
T RAN, DOWN THE ICY 
MOUNTAINSIDE, ,, » 


HO-HO-HO - NO Use 
TRYING TO ESCAPE ME/ 
HEEEE-HAAAA- 


T-TRAPPED! 


Lan ITLL GET ME 


NOW, UNLESS I 
CAN ROPE MYSELF 
DOWN! 


a 


PRAY TO HEAVEN THE 
ROPE HOLDS SAFE! 
IT D-DOESN'T SEEM 
TO BE COMING 

AFTER ME! 


ONE LAST CHANCE! ms 
IF TCAN LET MYSELF 
DOWN TO THE CREVICE 
BEFORE IT GET THOSE 
TERRIBLE HANDS 
ON ME! 


THE TERRIBLE CREATURE BEGAN | 
TO PULL ME UP SO THERE WAS | 
ONLY ONE THING TO DO... 


TLL JUST 
HAUL UP 
THE ROPE! $7” 


HE-HEE-HEE 

HEE - YOU THINK 

TO ESCAPE WITH 
FOOL/SH TRICK 
LIKE THAT{ 


FALLING! 
» BETTER TO 
DIE ON THE 
ROCKS! 


Bur LUCK WAS WITH ME-I FELL INTO A SOFT 
BANK OF SNOW.,, 


GO AND LIVE, FOR YOU FOUGHT 
WELL FOR YOUR LIFE! THIS ONE 
SAFE FOR A TIME TIME I WILL PERMIT yOLU TO 
yET! BUT L WONDER z ESCAPE! = 
WHY IT HASN'T 

COME AFTER 


-THERE IT 1S, 
LEERING DOWN 
AT ME-SPEAK- 

ING TO ME} 


YOU WILL SERVE AS A WARNW- 
ING_TO OTHERS! TELL 


THEM- STAY AWAY FROM 

THE MOLINTAIN! HA-HA-HA- 

HEE -HEE -HOO -HOO-[ GO 
NOW! 


So 


Hours LATER, DAZED AND STILL SHAKING WITH 


TERROR, I REACHED OUR CAMP ON LEDGE OF 
THAT AWFUL, MOUNTAIN... 


WHERE OTHERS, T-THUNDER? OH, No! | 
MISSY? WE HEAR NOT THUNDER! THAT 
STRANGE THUN- WAS -CS08) - LAUGHTER 
DER! YOU HEARD! THE OTHERS 
ALL DEAD! 


a (ena 

THE TIBETANS TOOK — f WELL, iF 
WONT T SPENT WEEKS ) OY Cut irs / 
oT : s i= 

INA HOSPITAL AND ‘AGAINST 


AND THIS IS THE WAY I LOOK NOW, 
MY_FACE OLD AND MY HAIR COM- 
PLETELY WHITE! THAT IS MY 
STORY EVERY WORD TRUE, AND 


YOU MAY BELIEVE IT OR NOT, 
AS you ap ao 


LET ME HAVE A 
MIRROR... 


PLEASE L 
MUST HAVE 
A MIRROR! 


« 


Pee Li a 


YOU HAVE BEEN CONVICTED OF Y, 
CHANGING INTO A WOLF AND USING }- 
THE BLOOD OF HUMANS TO 

SUSTAIN YOURSELF, YOU 

MUST DIE} 


\ ALL WITCHES 
VN A{ must pie IN THE 
\ FLAME... 


WS 


One DISMAL DAY IN 1453, uusT ) = 
OUTSIDE THE CASTLE OF SIR (4a 
CHARLES BANE, ENGLISH 

uu eee 


MERCY! SPARE ME, 
SIR CHARLES! 


| | \\ C4 - \ 
A dy | 


BAH! FOOLS! IAM NO THAT NIGHT,,. DO NOT FEAR. I KNOW 
HER CURSE HOW TO DEAL WITH 
\S BURIED WITH HER. YET WITCHES, YES EVEN 
IF HER SPIRIT SHOULD DEAD ONES! 
ESCAPE... 


As CENTURIES PASS, THE CASTLE 
MOULDERS AWAY AND THE FATE OF THE 
WOLE-GIRL IS LONG FORGOTTEN UNTIL 
ONE DAY,,, ; 


AN EVIL SPIRIT CAN- 
NOT ESCAPE THIS 
CIRCLE OF CONSECRA- 
TED EARTH... 


AMERIKANERS COME! QUICK HANS, 
DROP THE RAND ee Be 


PSS 
WHAT A WASTE! 


Droprep AT RANDOM, THE BOMBS ) |EIGHT. YEARS 
CRASH INTO THE OLD RUINS OF LATER, ON A GRIM 
BANE CASTLE... 7 ANNIVERSARY, AN 
ANCIENT CASKET 
SLOWLY OPENS..,, 


Ay 


FREE AT LAST! THE FOOLISH 
RING OF EARTH HAS BEEN 
BROKEN,,,AND NOW TO 
FULFILL MY CURSE! 


SOON ON THE BAL- 
CONY OF THE BANE 
CASTLE... 5 : 


DESCENDANT OF * 


CHARLES BANE.,, 


HELP! HELP! THE 
CURSE! IT'S COMING 


GREAT GUNS! THE 
CREATURE HAS GOT 
Z\ PAMELA, 1 iooeds ACT 


IT WAS FRIGHTENED 

OFF THIS TIME.,, BUT. 

SOMETHING VERY STRANGE 

HERE ..,MY DISENTEGRATOR 
DIDN'T FUNCTION.,, 


IT WAS TERRIBLE, LLL Stati F 
EDWIN— BUT UNCLE Roce amen 


PAMELA! OR — 
FRIGHTENED IT mere SIRO 
OHH} ,,, LET'S GO A\ 


WAY: 7 1 
Beapes'S | Ges 
AT 
COME BACK! MIDNIGHT, 
UNCLES 


( HMM..NO SIGN OF 


é : THE WEREWOLE.,, 
Pica yy ARE POST eb OUTSOE 
SLEEP BUT.,, AND ILE WATeR 

YOUR DOOR, 


WELL-NO APPEARANCE OF 
OUR ea eats GHOST 
wh 


7 FOOL... THIS THIS DOESN'T FEEL 
BUT_PAMELA, UNABLE TO CSE: Sa eae 
SLEEP OPENS THE DOOR Re 2 
AND... : : SN 
OHH... UNCLE! NX 
BEHIND You! 


LPS, A) aN x 1 oe 
Ce ~ P iE “Sf THOU SHALT NOT ESCAPE 
‘ ME NOW! FALSE ONE - THOU 
NONE BE THAT MAY CRUEL AS WERE THY 


USURP MY VENGEANCE! ; ANCESTOR] 


UNCLE MARTIN! I'LL BE FINE x I HAVE NO TIME... 1 
ARE You ALL i A MOMENT, > MUST ESCAPE! 


EAR— BUT 
THAT HORROR 
UGH... 


RIGHT 7 WHAT,,, 


eS 


NOW L SHALL J DON'T LOOK, PAM! IT WAS 
FIND REST AND- Me EDWIN- BUT IT'S TOO 
PEACE: LATE NOW! 


es, DEAR, l BELIEVE 
THE BANE'S GHOST 


YOUR COUSIN KILLED YOUR 


FATHER. EDWIN WOULD HAVE 
KILLED US ALL FOR THE 
INHERITANCE, 
= EDWIN'S KILLING FOR 
= GAIN +.,SO THAT IN THE 
END — THE UNJUST WAS 


DESTROYED BY THE 
VICTIM OF INJUSTICE... 


‘i THE END 47 


WARNING: 


You won't want to be alone when you look at 
these FULL COLOR reproductions from the 


NIGHT GALLERY 
These genuine FULLCOLOR art reproductions are lithographed 


on “handmade” art paper, suitable for framing (over 
22” x 34” in size). i 
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FOR YOU 


411 SHEW Be COMPANY 412 Pare OBJECTS 
fra oe 


VA ‘ 7s HARRY LENZ, WE SHALL SOON MEET---ANO 


BE CONSTANT COMPANIONS--70 YOURR 
EVERLASTING SORROW AND 
hye TORMENT/ 


“ME dda 


FEELS 
KINDA HOT, 
WHAT IS 


I WANT A PAIR OF 
SPECTACLES MADE 
FROM THIS 
ACCORDING TO THIS 
PRESCRIPTION! 


IT PAY WELL FOR HASTE....THERE } YOU'LL HAVE 
WILL BE MORE IF YOU HAVE THEM TOMORROW 
THEM READY FOR ME! NIGHT- -OUCH/ 
THESE ARE 


THAT IS NO CONCERN THAT'S TOO SOON, I 
OF YOURS! TWILL} CAN'T HAVE THEM 
CALL FOR THE READY BY THEN | 
SPECTACLES =~ 
TOMORROW 

NIGHT! 


HE DOES--DISCOVERING THAT | EVEN INTO HUMAN MINDS 10 READ 
THEIR VERY THOUGHTS! = 
(THAT PAIR ON THE Y THAT PAIR WILL 
SHELF IS JUST 4 COST YOU TEN 
THE KIND I WANT! \ DOLLARS ! 


y, 


SPURRED ON BY THE THOUGHT OF 
MORE GOLD, THE GREEDY OPTOME- THEY GIVE HIM X-RAY VISION ! 


WHY-WHY I CAN SEE 
THROUGH THE VERY 
WALLS ! 


EEEE/I'M GETTING 
OUT OF HERE 


W-WHY HOW-HOW 

DID Y-YOU KNOW ? 

YOU READ MY 
ee Chiles 


THE 
CUSTOMER 


PAY ME AND 
GET OUT 
OF HERE! 


HAS 
DISCOVERED 
THE 
SECRET 

OF HIS 
SUDDEN 


A RAGE! 


30 


DETERMINED TO KEEP THE MIRACULOUS 
SPECTACLES, HARRY WORKED MADLY AND FOR 
FASHIONED A DUPLICATE PAIR! DINNER! 


(au! YOU'VE THANKS! L HOPE 
FINISHED THEM!) YOU WILL FIND THEM 
A MAN WILL DO | SATISFACTORY! 
ANYTHING 


SATAN, IN ANOTHER GUISE, SETS 

His TRAP! (S NOW A MURDERER! 
THE OLD WISER. Y HE LOOKS LAY AND ROT, ) HEH-HEH|-- 
WHO KEEPS HIS ) FAMILIAR -- OLD MISER, { AND I, SATAN 
MONEY INHIS ) MOWEY.... 4 WHILE YOUR “\\WILL SHORE 
ROOM AT 20 < IF TGET THERE )\ MONEY BEGINS | EVERY 
LUST STREET... a PA NEW LIFE) MOMENT 


FOR ME! OF IT WITH J 


OCEAN LINER BOUND FOR FOREIGN 
SHORES--HE SPENDS DAY AFTER 
DAY IN THE CARD ROOM ! 


LUCK SEEMS \ UNTIL I, SATAN 

TO BE WITH | DECIDE THAT IT 

ME TONIGHT! / SHOULD CHANGE 
FOR THE 


ALONE IN HIS STATEROOM, HARRY GLOATS OVER HIS We! 
MOUNTING WEALTH ! RE ABOUT TO DOCK, 


SIR! I'LL TAKE THAT KEEP YOUR HANDS: 
AH! HOW NICE IT IS! HOW BAG AND YOUR OFF! I'LL CARRY IT 
IT GROWS....WA/O OTHER LUGGAGE---_) MYSELF ! 


ONCE IN EUROPE, HARRY LENZ, NOW KNOWN AS 
HERMAN GREID, PYRAMIDS HIS FORTUNE WITH 


FASE! AT MONTE CARLO....[ 
eae = AG. 

MONSIEUR GREID, \OH, IT'S EASY WHEN ) 

YOU HAVE UNCANNY YOU KNOW HOW! 

LUCK---YOU HAVE i : _/ TRACK 


AT THE LONDON STOCK EXCHANGE... | 


SELL 100,000| YOUR PROFIT IS 
SHARES AT / AMAZING! 


rf lr ANDA 
POSEN 25 Ze /~T KNOW | ii Little 
KA \ < HOW TO PICK = Tie BLACKMAIL! 
\ \ ‘SEY HERE'S THE 


MONEY YOU ASK FOR 


‘YEARS OF ILL-GOTTEN GAINS HAVE GIVEN 
~ HERMAN A LUXURIOUS CASTLE! 


MY VAULTS OVERFLOW 
WITH WEALTH ! 


No THOUGHT 
WAS SAFE 
FROM HERMAN 
GREID'S 
BESPECTACLED 
EYES! HE 
PROFITEERED 
FROM WHOLE- 
SALE 
BLACKMAIL 
ANO LEFT A 
TRAIL OF 
SUICIDES AND 
HATE 
BEHIND 
HIM! 


BUT HE IS UTTERLY DEPEN- 
DENT ON THE GLASSES, 
FOR WITHOUT THEM HE 
GOFS BLIND / 


WHILE DINING INA CAFE, HERMAN MEETS = HE WOULD. A SO THEY THINK 

SOME EXILED ROYALTY! BEA {STRONG \ WELL OF ME, 

IMR. GREID, I AMY DELIGHTED! A fg’ HANDSOME) WAN WHO ) ESPECIALLY 
PRINCE NaTAS_- \GREAT HONOR! ff HUSBAND CAN HELP 4 THE PRIN 

a FORME! SUS REGAIN § CESS! SHE 

p OUR 4 SHALL BE 

KINGDOM! ) MY WIFE! 


MY 
\i/GLASSES! 
TM GOING 


HIS DAUGHTER, 
PRINCESS 


[Pace NATAS VISITS HERMAN AT 
HIS CASTLE WITH A PLAN TO 

INCREASE HIS WEALTH AND 
PRESTIGE! 


ONLY YOU, TAM 
HERMAN sce 4 INTERESTED, 


MONEY, POWER, 
ROYAL GRANTS \ 
AND CONCESSIONS f AND 2.. 


IN PERPETUITY...0; A__ ee 


CAN FINANCE BUT WHAT'S | 
A REVOLUTION! ) INITFOR } 


’ 


= Was, 


THE ARMIES OF THE REVOLUTION | 


SOON WE WILL MARCH SOON THE 
| AGAINST THE PRINCESS SEDAH 
USURPERS! (WILL BE MINE! 


pais VAULTS WERE EMPTIED TO EQUIP | 


ONCE WE 


THE KING AND PRINCESS ZOUNDS ! Y Boros WE 


HAVE BEEN CAPTURED AND ) WE ARE ARE SAFE! 
EXECUTED! OUR ARMIES _/ DEFEATED! 
ARE RETREATING! 


.AND THE HAND } THEN IT'S A 
OF PRINCESS 
SEDAH IN 

MARRIAGE! 


(A CASUALTIES MOUNT AS NATA’S ARMIES GAIN 
VICTORY AFTER VICTORY! 


FASTER! 
FASTER / 


WELCOME TO I'M RIGHT WELL, WE MADE. IT, YES, 
NEUTRALANIA, BEHIND BUT MY 
GENTLEMEN! You! FORTUNE...! 


NOTHING I FIND VAULTS COUGH - COUGH! 
LIKE A GOOD | FILLED WITH DEEPLY, 1 PHEW! I CAN'T 
CIGAR TO GOLD MORE HERMAN | 7H6...? -.. COUGH... 

SOOTHING! GREID! d SEE! MUST— 
COUGH - WIPE. 


MY cd 


WHERE Is MY = SAY, NATAS, YOU Y WO M/STAKE.... 
HANDKERCHIEF 2 Z g MUST HAVE / [ TOOK THEM ON 
: ” MOR TAKEN MY PURPOSE ! 
GLASSES BY 
MISTAKE | 


\ 
a 


HOW-HOW \YES--REMEMBER ME) SATAN REVEALS HIMSELF IN HIS 
DO YOU YEARS AGO WHEN I | TRUE FORM! 
CAME TO YOURSHOP | a 7oo Ir 
/ YOURE--YOU'RE) YES! I’M 

OHNE ERIS: SATAN! OH! | HERE To 


A TERRIFYING METAMORPHOSIS 
TAKES PLACE BEFORE HERMAN 
GREID'S DARKENING VISION ! 


(WHAT-- WHAT (I AM ONLY RE- > 
DO YOU MEAN? ) CLAIMING WHAT Sreclaa tes) I'M GOING COLLECT 
; IS MINE -- BLIND--BLIND! PAYMENT. 
= HARRY . FOR THE! 
LENZ!) USE! 


THE PRICE IS YOUR VISION!--WP WEL! HELP! & “IN THE NETHER HELP! HELP... 
YOU SHALL BE BLIND FOR I CAN'T SEE! ; WORLD, 
ALL ETERNITY! GOOD BYE, SAVE (HARRY LENZ 1! 


WE SHALL MEET IN THE 
NETHER, WORLD! 


RK 


| 
i 
i, MUST FIND MY WAY 
OUT OF HERE! 


WITH HIS 
EYESIGHT 


BLACK “Je” ray 
OF ZY 
BLINONESS! = ~~ fi 
CEVIL == Ko \\ 

ALWAYS \ \} 
-\ 


ue! AL" \ 


This story was written around 1927 by JOHN MARTIN LEAHY, 
but it takes place much earlier—in 1911, just after Amundsen 


first reached the South Pole. What better locale to find a cos- 
mic horror—a creature so ghastly that the very sight of it 
. . . but read the story and let its spell work upon you! 


“Inside the tent, in a little bag, I 
left a letter, addressed to H.M. the 
King, giving information of what he 
(sic) had accomplished . . . Besides 
this letter, I wrote a short epistle to 
Captain Scott, who, I assumed, would 
be the first to find the tent.” 

Captain Amundsen: 

The South Pole. 


“We have just arrived at this tent, 
2 miles from our camp, therefore 
about 1-4 miles from the pole. In 
the tent we ‘find a record of five 
Norwegians having been here, as 
follows: 
Roald Amundsen 
Olay Olavson Bjaaland 
Hilmer Hanssen 
Sverre H. Hassel 
Oscar Wisting 
10 Dec. 1911. 
8 8 ea oe 
“Left a note to say I had visited 
the tent with companions.” 
Captain Scott: His Last Journal 


“Travelers,” says Richard A. Proc- 
tor, “are sometimes said to tell mar- 
velous stories; but it is a noteworthy 
fact that, in nine cases out of ten, 
the marvelous stories of travelers have 
been confirmed.” 

Certainly no traveler eyer set down 
36 


a more marvelous story than that of 
Robert Drumgold. This record I am 
at last giving to the world in 192—, 
with my humble apologies to the 
spirit of the hapless explorer for with- 
holding it so long. But the truth is 


that Eastman, Dahlstrom, and I 
thought it the work of a mind der- 
anged. 


What was it, that thing (if thing it 
was) which came to him, the sole 
survivor of the party which had 
reached the Southern Pole? 

Yes, we thought that the mind of 
poor Robert Drumgold had given 
way, that the horror in Amundsen’s 
tent and that thing which came to 
Drumgold there in his own—we 
thought all was madness only. Hence 
our suppression of this part of the 
Drumgold manuscript. 

But of late our ideas and beliefs 
have undergone a change that is no- 
thing less than a metamorphosis. This 
metamorphosis, it is scarcely necessary 
to say, was due to the startling dis- 
coveries made in the region of the 
Southern Pole by the late Captain 
Stanley Livingstone, as confirmed and 
extended by the expedition conducted 
by Darwin Frontenac. 

So another marvelous story told— 
or, rather, only partly told—by a 
traveler has beef confirmed. And to 


think that it was ourselves, Eastman, 
Dahlstrom, and I, who made the dis- 
covery. 


How vividly it all rises before me 
again—the white expanse, glaring, 
blinding in the untempered light of 
the Antarctic sun; the dogs straining 
in the harness, the cases on the sleds 
long and black like coffins; our sudden 
halt as Eastman fetched up in his 
tracks, pointed and said, “Hello! 
What’s that?” 

A half-mile or so off to the left, 
some object broke the blinding white 
of the plain. 

“Looks to me like a cairn or a 
tent,” Dahlstrom said. 

“How on Earth,” I queried, “could 
a tent have got down here in 87° 30° 
south? We are far from the route of 
either Amundsen or Scott.” 

“H'm,” said Eastman, shoving his 
amber-colored glasses up onto his 
forehead that he might get a better 
look, “I wonder. Jupiter Ammon, 
Nels,” he added, glancing at Dahl- 
strom, “I believe that you are right.” 

“Well,” said I, “it would ‘not be 
difficult to put it to the proof.” 

“And that my hearties,” exclaimed 
Eastman, “is just what we'll do!” 

The next moment we were. in 
motion, heading straight for that 


mysterious object there in the midst 
of the eternal desolation of snow and 
ice. 

“Look there!” Eastman, who was 
leading the way, suddenly shouted. 
“See that? It is a tent!” 

A few moments, and I saw that it 
was indeed so. But who had pitched 
it there? What were we to find within 
it? 

I could never describe those thoughts 
and feelings which were ours as we 
approached that spot. The snow lay 
piled about the tent to a depth of four 
feet or more. Nearby a splintered ski 
protruded from the surface—and that 
was all. 

And the stillness! The air, at the 
moment, was without the slightest 
movement. No sound but those made 
by our movements, and those of the 
dogs, and our own breathing, broke 
that awful silence of death. 

“Poor devils!” said Eastman at last. 


‘One thing, they certainly pitched 
their tent well.” 

The tent was supported by a single 
pole, set in the middle. To this pole 
three guy-lines were fastened, one of 
them as taut as the day its stake had 
been driven into the surface. But this 
was not all; a half-dozen lines, or 
more, were attached to the sides of 
the tent. There it stood, and had stood 
for we knew not how long, bidding 
defiance to the fierce winds of that 
terrible region. 

Dahlstrom and I got each a spade 
and began to remove the snow. The 
entrance we found unfastened but 
completely blocked by a couple of 
provision-cases (empty) and a piece 
of canvas. 

“How on Earth,” I exclaimed, “did 
those things get into that position?” 

“The wind,” said Dahlstrom. “And, 
if the entrance had not been blocked, 
there wouldn’t have been any tent 


ae ern if 


€ now; the wind would have split 
and destroyed it long ago.” 

“H’m,” mused Eastman. “The wind 
did it, Nels—blocked the place like 
that? I wonder.” 

The next moment we had cleared 
the entrance. I thrust my head through 
the opening. Strangely enough, very 
little snow had drifted in. The tent 
was of a dark green color, a circum- 
stance which rendered the light with- 
in somewhat weird and ghastly—or 
perhaps my imagination contributed 
not a little to that effect. 

“What do you see, Bill?” 
Eastman. “What's inside?” 

My answer was a cry, and the next 
instant I had sprung back from the 
entrance. 


asked 


“What is it, Bill?’ Eastman ex- 
claimed. “Great heaven, what is it, 
man?” 

“A head!” I told him. 

“A head?” 


. 
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“A human head!” 

He and Dahlstrom stooped and 
peered in. 

“What is the meaning of this?” 
Eastman cried. “A severed human 
head!” 

Dahlstrom dashed a mittened hand 
across his eyes. 

“Are we dreaming?” he exclaimed. 

“This no dream, Nels,” returned 
our leader. “I wish to heaven it was. 
A head! A human head!” 

“Ts there nothing more?” I asked. 

“Nothing. No body, not even a 
stripped bone—only that severed head. 
Could the dogs... 2?” 

“Yes?” queried Dahlstrom. 

“Could the dogs have done this?” 

“Dogs!” Dahlstrom said. “This is 
not the work of dogs.” 

We entered and stood looking down 
upon that grisly remnant of mortality. 
“Tt wasn’t dogs,” said Dahlstrom. 

“Not dogs?” Eastman queried. 
“What other explanation is there? Ex- 
cept—cannibalism.” 

Cannibalism! A shudder went 
through my heart. I may as well say 
at once, however, that our discovery 
of a good supply of pemmican and 
biscuit on the sled, at that moment 
completely hidden by the snow, was 
to show us that that fearful explan- 
ation was not the true one. The dogs! 
That was it, that was the explanation 
—even though what the victim him- 
self had set down told us a very 
different story. Yes, the explorer had 
been set upon by his dogs and de- 
voured. But there were things that 
militated against that theory. Why 
had the animals left that head— in 
the frozen eyes (they were blue eyes) 
and upon the frozen features of which 
was a look of horror that sends a 
shudder through my very soul even 
now? Why, the head did not have 
even the mark of a single fang, though 
it appeared to have been chewed from 
the trunk. Dahlstrom, however, was 
of the opinion that it had been hacked 
off. 

And there, in the man’s story, in 
the story of Robert Drumgold, we 
found another mystery— a mystery 
as insoluble (if it was true) as the 
presence here of his severed head. 
There the story was, scrawled in lead- 
pencil across the pages of his journal. 
But what were we to make of a 
record—the concluding pages of it, 
that is—so strange and so dreadful? 

But enough of this, of what we 
thought and of what we wondered. 
The journal itself lies before me, and 
I now proceed to set down the story 
of Robert Drumgold in his own words. 
Not a word, not a comma shall be 
deleted, inserted or changed. 

Let it begin with his entry for 


January the 3rd, at the end of which 
day the little party was only fifteen 
miles (geographical) from the Pole. 

Here it is: 

JAN. 3.—Lat. of our camp 89° 
45° 10”. Only fifteen miles more, and 
the Pole is ours—unless Amundsen 
or Scott has beaten us to it, or both. 
But it will be ours just the same, even 
though the glory of discovery is found 
to be another’s. What shall we find 
there? 

All are in fine spirits. Even the 
dogs seem to know that this is the 
consummation of some great achieve- 
ment. And a thing that is a mystery 
to us is the interest they have shown 
this day in the region before us. Did 
we halt, there they were gazing and 
gazing straight south and sometimes 
sniffing and sniffing. What does it 
mean? 

Yes, in fine spirits all—dogs as well 
as we three men. Everything is aus- 
picious. The weather for the last three 
days has been simply glorious. Not 
once, in this time, has the temperature 
been below minus 5. As I write this, 
the thermometer shows one degree 
above. The blue of the sky is like 
that of which painters dream, and, 
in that blue, tower cloud-formations, 
violet-tinged in the shadows, that are 
beautiful beyond all description. If it 
were possible to forget the fact that 
nothing stands between ourselves and 
a horrible death save the meager sup- 
ply of food on the sleds, one could 
think he was in some fairlyland—a 
glorious fairyland of white and blue 
and violet. 

A fairlyland? Why has that thought 
so often occurred to me? Why have 
I so often likened this desolate, terrible 
region to fairyland? Terrible? Yes, to 
human beings it is terrible—frightful 
beyond all words. But, though so un- 
utterably terrible to men, it may not 
be so in reality. May there not be 
other beings—yes, even on this very 
Earth of ours—more wonderful—yes, 
and more terrible too—than he? 

Heaven knows, more than once, in 
this desolation of snow and ice, have 
I seemed to feel their presence in 
the air about us—nameless entities, 
disembodied, watching things. 

Little wonder, forsooth, that I have 
again and again thought of these 


strange words of one of America’s 
greatest scientists, Alexander Win- 
chell: 


“Nor is incorporated rational ex- 
istence conditioned on warm blood, 
nor on any temperature which does 
not change the forms of matter of 
which the organism may be composed. 
There may be intelligences corporeal- 
ized after some concept not involving 
the processes of ingestion, assimilation 


and reproduction. Such bodies would 
not require daily food and warmth. 
They might be lost in the abysses of 
the ocean, or laid upon a stormy cliff 
through the tempests of an arctic 
winter, or plunged in a volcano for a 
hundred years, and yet retain consci- 
ousness and thought.” 

All this Winchell tells us is con- 
ceivable, and he adds: 

“Bodies are merely the local fitting 
of intelligence to particular modifica- 
tions of universal matter and force.” 

And these entities, nameless things 
whose presence I seem to feel at times 
—are they benignant beings or things 
more fearful than even the madness 
of the human brain ever has fashion- 
ed? 

Enough of this. 

Only fifteen miles from the Pole. 
Now for a sleep and on to our goal 
in the morning. Morning! There is 
no morning here, but day unending. 
The sun now rides as high at mid- 
night as he does at midday. Of 
course, there is a change in his alti- 
tude, but it is so slight as to be im- 
perceptible without an instrument. 

But the Pole! Tomorrow the Pole! 
What will we find there? Only an 
unbroken expanse of white, or . . .? 

JAN. 4.—The mystery and horror 
of this day—oh, how could I ever 
set that down? Sometimes, so fearful 
were those hours through which we 
have just passed, I even find myself 
wondering if it wasn’t all only a 
dream. 

Got under way at an early hour. 
Weather more wondrous than ever. 
Sky an azure that would have sent 
a painter into ecstasies. Cloud-for- 
mations indescribably beautiful and 
grand. The going, however, was pretty 
difficult. The place a great plain 
stretching away with a monotonous 
uniformity of surface as far as the 
eye could reach. A plain never trod 
by human foot before? At length, 
when our dead reckoning showed that 
we were drawing near to the Pole, we 
had the answer to that. Then it was 
that the keen eyes of Travers detected 
some object rising above the blinding 
white of the snow. 

On the instant Sutherland had 
thrust his amber glasses up onto his 
forehead and had his binoculars to 
his eyes. : 

“Cairn!” he exclaimed, .and_ his 
voice sounded hollow and very strange. 
“A cairn or a—tent. Boys, they have 
beaten us to the Pole!” 

He handed the glasses too Travers 
and leaned, as though a sudden 
weariness had settled upon him, 
against the provision-cases on his sled. 

I felt very sorry for our leader 
in those, his moments of terrible 


disappointment, but for the life of 
me I did not know what to say. 
And so I said nothing. 

At that moment a cloud concealed 
the sun, and the place where we stood 
was suddenly involved in a gloom 
that was deep and awful. So sudden 
and «pronounced, indeed, was the 
change that we gazed about us with 
curious and wondering looks. Far off 
to the right and to the left, the plain 
blazed white and blinding. Soon, how- 
ever, the last gleam of sunshine had 
vanished from off it. I raised my look 
up to the heavens. Here and there 
edges of cloud were touched as though 
with the light of wrathful golden fire. 
Even then, however, that light was 
fading. A few minutes, and the last 
angry gleam of the sun had vanished. 
The gloom seemed to deepen about 
us every moment. A curious haze was 
concealing the blue expanse of the 
sky overhead. There was not the 
slightest movement in the gloomy and 
weird atmosphere. The silence was 
heavy, awful, the silence of the abode 
of utter desolation and of death. 

“What on Earth are we in for 
now?” said Travers. 

“It means a blizzard, most likely,” 
1 observed. “Hadn't we better make 
camp before it strikes us? No telling 
what a bizzard may be like in this 
awful spot.” 

“Blizzard?” said Sutherland. “I 
don’t think it means a blizzard, Bob. 
No telling, though. Mighty queer 
change, certainly. And how different 
the place looks now, in this strange 
gloom! It is surely weird and terrible 
—that is, it certainly looks weird and 
terrible.” 

He turned his look to Travers. 

“Well, Bill,” he asked, “what did 
you make of it?” 

He waved a hand in the direction 
of that mysterious object the sight 
of which had so suddenly brought 
us to a halt. I say in the direction of 
the object, for the thing itself was 
no longer to be seen. 

“T believe it is a tent,” Travers told 
him. 

“Well,” said our leader, “we can 
soon find out what it is—cairn or 
tent, for one or the other it must 
certainly be.” 

The next instant the heavy, awful 
silence was broken by the sharp crack 
of his whip. 

“Mush on, you poor brutes!” he 
cried. “On we go to see what is over 
there. Here we are at the South Pole. 
Let us see who has beaten us to it.” 

But the dogs didn’t want to go on, 
which did not surprise me at all, 
because, for some time now, they had 
been showing signs of some strange, 
inexplicable uneasiness. What had got 
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into the creatures, anyway? For a time 
we puzzled over it; them we knew, 
though the explanation was still an 
utter mystery to us. They were afraid. 
Afraid? An inadequate word, indeed. 
It was fear, stark, terrible, that had 
entered the poor brutes. But whence 
had come this inexplicable fear? That 
also we soon knew. The thing they 
feared, whatever it was, was in that 
very direction in which we were 
headed! 

A cairn, a tent? What did this thing 
mean? 

“What on Earth is the matter with 
the critters?” exclaimed Travers. “Can 
i¢tbesthatew. 02.07 

“It's for us to find out what it 
means,” said Sutherland. 

Again we got in motion. The place 
was still involved in that strange, 
weird gloom. The silence was still 
that awful silence of desolation and 
of death. 

Slowly but steadily we moved for- 
ward, urging on the reluctant, fearful 
animals with our whips. 

At last Sutherland, who was lead- 
ing, cried out that he saw it. He halted, 
peering forward into the gloom, and 
we urged our teams up alongside his. 

“It must be a tent,” he said. 

And a tent we found it to be—a 
small one supported by a single bam- 
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boo and well guyed in all directions. 
Made of drab-colored gabardine. To 
the top of the tent-pole another had 
been lashed. From this, motionless in 
the still air, hung the remains of a 
small Norwegian flag and, under- 
neath it, a pennant with the word 
“Fram” upon it. Amundsen’s tent! 

What should we find inside it? 
And what was the meaning of that 
—the strange way it bulged out on 
one side? 

The entrance was securely laced. 
The tent, it was certain, had been 
here for a year, all through the long 
Antarctic night; and yet, to our aston- 
ishment, but little snow was piled up 
about it, and most of this was drift. 
The explanation of this must, I sup- 
pose, be that, before the air currents 
have reached the Pole, almost all the 
snow has been deposited from them. 

For some minutes we just stood 
there, and many, and some of them 
dreadful enough, were the thoughts 
that came and went. Through the long 
Antarctic night! What strange things 
this tent could tell us had it been 


vouchsafed the power of words! But» 


strange things it might tell us, never- 
theless. For what was that inside, 
making the tent bulge out in so un- 
accountable a manner? I moved for- 
ward to feel of it there with my mit- 
tened hand, but, for some reason 
that I can not explain, I of a sudden 
drew back. At that instant one of 
the dogs whined—the sound so strange 
and the terror of the animal so un- 
mistakable that I shuddered and felt 
a chill pass through my heart. Others 
of the dogs began to whine in that 
mysterious manner, and all shrank 
back cowering from the tent. 

“What does it mean?” said Travers, 
his voice sunk almost to a whisper. 
“Look at them. It is as though they 
are imploring us to—keep away.” 

“To keep away,” echoed Suther- 
land, his look leaving the dogs and 
fixing itself once more on the tent. 

“Their senses,” said Travers, “are 
keener than ours. They already know 
what we can’t know until we see it.” 

“See it!” Sutherland exclaimed. “I 
wonder. Boys, what are we going to 
see when we look into that tent? 
Poor fellows! They reached the Pole. 
But did they ever leave it? Are we 
going to find them in there dead?” 

“Dead?” said Travers with a 
sudden start. “The dogs would never 
act that way if ‘twas only a corpse 
inside. And, besides, if that theory 
was true, wouldn’t the sleds be here 
to tell the story? Yet look around. 
The level uniformity of the place 
shows that no sled lies buried here.” 

“That-is true,” said our leader. 
“What can it mean? What could 


make the tent bulge out like that? 
Well, here is the mystery before us, 
and all we have to do is unlace the 
entrance and look inside to solve it.” 

He stepped to the entrance, follow- 
ed by Travers and me, and began to 
unlace it. At that instant an icy 
current of air struck the place and 
the pennant above our heads flapped 
with a dull and ominous sound. One 
of the dogs, too, thrust his muzzle 
skyward, and a deep and long-drawn 
howl, sad, terrible as that cf a lost 
soul, arose. And whilst the mournful, 
savage sound yet filled the air, a 
strange thing happened: 

Through a sudden rent in that 
gloomy curtain of cloud, the sun sent 
a golden, awful light down upon the 
spot where we stood. It was but a 
shaft of light, only three or four 
hundred feet wide, though miles in 
length, and there we stood in the 
very middle of it, the plain on each 
side involved in that weird gloom, 
now denser and more eery than ever 
in contrast to that sword of golden 
fire been flung down across the snow. 

“Queer place this!” said Travers. 
“Just like a beam lying across a stage 
in a theater.” 

For some moments, so strange was 
it all, we stood there looking about 
us in wonder and perhaps each one 
of us in not a little secret awe. 

“Queer place, all right!” said Suth- 
erland. “But .. .” 

He laughed a hollow, sardonic 
laugh. Up above, the pennant flapped 
and flapped again, the sound of it 
hollow and ghostly. Again rose the 
long-drawn, mournful, fiercely sad 
howl of the wolf-dog. 

“But,” added our leader, “we don’t 
want to be imagining things, you 
know.” 

“Of course not,” said Travers. 

“Of course not,” I echoed. 

A little space, and the entrance was 
open and Sutherland had thrust head 
and shoulders through it. 

I don’t know how long it was 
that he stood there like that. Perhaps 
it was only a few seconds, but to 
Travers and me it seemed rather long. 

“What is it?” Travers exclaimed at 
last. “What do you see?” 

The answer was a scream—oh, the 
horror of that sound I can never 
forget!—and Sutherland came stag- 
gering back and, I believe, would have 
fallen had we not sprung and caught 
him. 

“What is it?” cried Travers. “In 
God’s name, Sutherland, what did 
you see?” 

Sutherland beat the side of his head 
with his hand, and his look was wild 
and horrible. 

“What is it?” I exclaimed. “What 


did you see in there?” 

“T can’t tell you—I can’t! Oh, oh, 
I wish that I had never seen it! Don’t 
look! Boys, don’t look into that tent— 
unless you are prepared to welcome 
madness, or worse.” 

“What gibberish is this?” Travers 
demanded, gazing at our leader in 
utter astonishment. “Come, come, 
man! Buck up. Get a grip on your- 
self. Let’s have an end to this non- 
sense. Why should the sight of a dead 
man, or dead men, affect you in this 
mad fashion?” 

“Dead men?” 

Sutherland laughed, the sound wild, 
maniacal. 

“Dead men? If “twas only that! Is 
this the South Pole? Is this Earth, or 
are we in a nightmare on some other 
planet?” 

“For heaven's sake,” cried Travers, 
“come out of it! What’s got into you? 
Don’t let your nerves go like this.” 

“A dead man?” queried our leader, 
‘peering into the face of Travers. “You 
think I saw ‘a dead man? I wish it 
was only a dead man. Thank God, 
you two didn’t look!” 

On the instant Travers had turned. 

“Well,” said he, “IJ am going to 
look!” 

But Sutherland cried out, screamed, 
sprang after him and tried to drag 
him back. 

“It would mean horror and perhaps 
madness!” cried Sutherland. “Look at 
me. Do you want to be like me?” 

“No!” Travers returned. “But I 

~ am going to see what is in that tent.” 

He struggled to break free, but 
Sutherland clung to him in a frenzy 
of madness. 

“Help me, Bob!” Sutherland cried. 
“Hold him back, or we'll all go in- 
sane.” 

But I did not help him to hold 
Travers back, for, of course, “twas 
my belief that Sutherland himself was 
insane. Nor did Sutherland hold 
Travers. With a sudden wrench, Trav- 
ers was free. The next instant he had 
thrust head and shoulders through the 
entrance of the tent. 

Sutherland groaned 
him with eyes full 
horror. 

I moved toward the entrance, but 
Sutherland flung himself at me with 
such violence that I was sent over 
into the snow. I sprang to my feet 
full of anger and amazement. 

“What the hell,” I cried, “is the 
matter with you, anyway? Have you 
gone crazy?” 

The answer was a groan, horrible 
beyond all words of man, but that 
sound did not come from Sutherland. 
I turned. Travers was staggering 
away from the entrance, a hand 


and watched 


of unutterable 


pressed over his face, sounds that I 
could never -describe breaking from 
deep in his throat. Sutherland, as the 
man came staggering up to him, thrust 
forth an arm and touched Travers 
lightly on the shoulder. The effect 
was instantaneous and frightful. Trav- 
ers sprang aside as though a serpent 
had struck at him, screamed and 
screamed yet again. 

“There, there!” said Sutherland 
gently. “I told you not to do it. I 
tried to make you understand, but— 
but you thought that I was mad.” 

“It can’t belong to Earth!” moaned 
Travers. 

“No,” said Sutherland. “That 
horror was never born on this planet 
of ours. And the inhabitants of Earth, 
though they do not know it, can 
thank God Almighty for that.” 

“But it is here!” Travers exclaimed. 
“How did it come to this awful place? 
And where did it come from?” 

“Well,” consoled Sutherland, “it is 
dead—it must be dead.” 

“Dead? How do we know that it 
is dead? And don’t forget this: it 
didn’t come here alone!” 

Sutherland started. At that moment 
the sunlight vanished, and everything 
was once more involved in gloom. 

“What do you mean?” Sutherland 
asked. “Not alone? How do you know 
that it did not come alone?” 

“Why, it is there inside the tent; 
but the entrance was laced—from the 
outside!” 

“Fool, fool that I am!” cried Suth- 
erland a little fiercely. “Why didn’t 
I think of that? Not alone! Of course 
it was not alone!” 

He gazed about into the gloom, 
and I knew the nameless fear and 
horror that chilled him to the very 
heart, for they chilled me to my own. 

Of a sudden arose again that mourn- 
ful, savage howl of the wolf-dog. We 
three men started as thought ‘twas the 
voice of some ghoul from hell’s most 
dreadful corner. 

“Shut up, you brute!” gritted Trav- 
ers. “Shut up, or I'll brain you!” 

Whether it was Travers’ threat or 
not, I do not know; but that howl 
sank, ceased almost on the instant. 
Again the silence of desolation of 
death lay upon the spot. But above 
the tent the pennant stirred and rust- 
led, the sound of it, I thought, like 
the slithering of some repulsive ser- 
pent. 

“What did you see in there?” I 
asked them. 

“Bob — Bob,” said Sutherland, 
“don’t ask us that.” 

“The thing itself,” said I, turning, 
“can’t be any worse that this mystery 
and nightmare of imagination.” 

But the two of them threw them- 


selves before me and barred my way. 
“No!” said Sutherland firmly. “You 
must not look into that tent, Bob. 
You must not see that—that—I don’t 
know what to call it. Trust us; be- 
lieve us, Bob! ’Tis for your sake that 
we say that you must not do it. We, 
Travers and I, can never be the same 
men again—the brains, the souls of 
us can never be what they were be- 
fore we saw that!” 

“Very well,” I acquiesced. “I can’t 
help saying, though, that the whole 
thing seems to me like the dream of 
a madman.” 

“That,” said Sutherland, “is a 
small matter indeed. Insane? Believe 
that it is the dream of a madman. 
Believe that we are insane. Believe 
that you are insane yourself. Believe 
anything that you like. Only don’t 
look!” 

“Very well,” I told them. “I won't 
look. I give in. You two have made 
a coward of me.” 

“A coward?” said Sutherland. 
“Don’t talk nonsense, Bob. There are 
some things that a man should never 
know; there are some things that a 
man should never see; that horror 
there in Amundsen’s tent is—both!” 

“But you said that it is dead.” 

Travers groaned. Sutherland laugh- 
ed a little wildly. 

“Trust us,” said the latter; “be- 
lieve us, Bob. ’Tis for your sake, not 
for our own. For that is too late now. 
We have seen it, and you have not.” 

For some minutes we stood there 
by that tent, in that weird gloom, 
then turned to leave the cursed spot. 
I said that undoubtedly Amundsen 


had left some records inside, that 
possibly Scott, too, had reached the 
Pole and visited the tent, and that we 
ought to secure any such mementos. 
Sutherland and Travers nodded, but 
each declared that he would not put 
his head through that entrance again 
for all the wealth of Ormus and of 
Ind—or words to that effect. We must, 
they said, get away from the awful 
place—get back to the world of men 
with our fearful message. 

“You won't tell me what you saw,” 
I said, “and yet you want to get back 
so that you can tell it to the world.” 

“We aren't going to tell the world 
what we saw,” answered Sutherland. 
“In the first place, we couldn’t, and 
in the second place, if we could, not 
a living soul would believe us. But 
we can warn people, for that thing 
in there did not come alone. Where is 
the other one—or the others?” 


“Dead, too, let us hope!” I ex- 
claimed. 
“Amen!” said Sutherland. “But 


maybe, as Bill says, it isn’t dead. 
Probably . . .” 

Sutherland paused and a wild in- 
describable look came into his eyes. 


“Maybe it—can’t die!” 

“Probably,” said I nonchalantly, 
yet with secret disgust and with po- 
ignant sorrow. 

What was the use? What good 
would it do to try to reason with a 
couple of madmen? Yes, we must 
get away from this spot, or they 
would have me insane, too. And the 
long road back? Could we ever make 
it now? And what had they seen? 

“Or maybe,” Sutherland was say- 
ing, “the other one, or the others, 
went back to Venus or Mars or Sirius 
or Algol, or hell itself, or wherever 
they came from, to get more of their 
kind. If that is so, heaven ‘have pity 
on poor humanity! And, if it or they 
are’still here on Earth, then sooner or 
later—it may be a dozen years, it may 
be a century—but sooner or later the 
world will know it, know it to its wo 
and to its horror. For they, if living, 
or if gone for others, will come 
again.” 

“T was thinking . . .” began Travers, 
his eyes fixed on the tent. 

“Yes?” Sutherland queried. 

“That,” Travers told him, “it might 
be a good plan to empty the rifle 


into that thing. Maybe it isn’t dead; 
maybe it can’t die—maybe it only 
changes. Probably it is just hibernat- 
ing, so to speak.” 

“That may be,” nodded Sutherland. 
“But that hypothesis doesn’t help us 
any here.” 

“J may help things some,” said 
Travers, starting toward his sled. 

A moment or two, and he had got 
out the rifle. 

“T thought,” said he, “that nothing 
could ever take me back to that en- 
trance. But the hope that I may. . .” 

Sutherland groaned. 

“It isn’t Earthly, Bill,” he said 
hoarsely. “It’s a nightmare. I think 
we had better go now.” 

Travers was going—straight toward 
the tent. 

“Come back, Bill!” groaned Suther- 
land. “Come back! Let us go while 
we can.” 

But Travers did not come back. 
Slowly he moved forward, rifle thrust 
out before him, finger on the trigger. 
He reached the tent, hesitated a mo- 


ment, then thrust the  rifle-barrel 
through. As fast as he could work 
trigger and lever, he emptied the 


tens 
SS a 


weapon into the tent—into that horror 
inside it. 

He whirled and came back as 
though in fear the tent was about to 
spew forth behind him all the legions 
of foulest hell. 

What was that? The blood seemed 
to freeze in my veins and heart as 
there arose from out the tent a sound 
—a sound low and_ throbbing—a 
sound that no man ever had heard on 
Earth—one that I hope no man will 
ever hear again. 

A panic, a madness seized upon 
us, upon men and dogs alike, and 
away we fled from that cursed place. 

The sound ceased. But again we 
heard it. It was more fearful, more 
unearthly, soul-maddening, hellish than 
before. 

“Look!” cried Sutherland. “Oh my 
God, look at that!” 

The tent was barely visible now. 
A moment or two, and the curtain of 
gloom would conceal it. At first I 
could not imagine what had made 
Sutherland cry out like that. Then 
I saw it, in that very moment before 
the gloom hid it from view. The tent 
was moving! It swayed, jerked like 
some shapeless monster in the throes 
of death, like some nameless thing seen 
in the horror of nightmare or limned 
on the brain of utter madness itself. 

And that is what happened there; 
that is what we. saw. I have set it 
down at some length and to the best 
of my ability under the truly awful 
circumstances in which I am placed. 
In these hastily scrawled pages is 
recorded an experience that, I be- 


lieve, is not surpassed by the wildest 
to be found in the pages of the most 
imaginative romanticist. Whether the 
record is destined ever to reach the 
world, ever to be scanned by the eye 
of another—only the future can an- 
swer that. 

I will try to hope for the best. I 
can not blink the fact, however, that 
things are pretty bad for us. It is not 
only this sinister, nameless mystery 
from which we are fleeing—though 
heaven knows that is horrible enough 
—but it is the minds of my compan- 
ions. And, added to that, is the fear 
for my own. But there, I must get 
myself in hand. After all, as Suther- 
land said, I didn’t see it. I must not 
give way. We must somehow get our 
story to the world, though we may 
have for our reward only the mockery 
of the world’s unbelief, its-scoffing— 
the world, against which is now mov- 
ing, gathering, a menace more dreadful 
than any that ever moved in the fever- 
ed brain of any prophet of wo and 
blood and disaster. 

We are a dozen miles or so from 
the Pole now. In that mad dash away 
from that tent of horror, lost our 
bearings and for a time, I fear, went 
panicky. The strange, eery gloom 
denser than ever. Then came a fall 
of fine snow-crystals, which rendered 
things worse than ever. Just when 
about to give up in despair, chanced 
upon one of our beacons. This gave 
us our bearings, and we pressed on to 
this spot. 

Travers has just thrust his head 
into the tent to tell us that he is sure 
he saw something moving! This must 
be looked into. 

(If Robert Drumgold could only 
have left as full a record of those 
days which followed as he had of 
that fearful 4th of January!) 

JAN. 5.—Travers had seen some- 
thing, for we, the three of us, saw it 
again today. Was it that horror, that 
thing not of Earth, which they saw 
in Amundsen’s tent? We don’t know 
what it is. All we know is that it is 
something that moves. God have pity 


on us all—and on every man and 
woman and child on Earth if this 
thing is what we fear! 

JAN. 6.—Made 25 mi. today. But 
that must have been imagination. Ef- 
fect on dogs most terrible. Poor 
brutes! It is as horrible to them as it 
is to us. Sometimes I think even more. 
Why is it following us? 

JAN. 7.—Two of dogs gone this 
morning. One or another of us on 
guard all “night.” Nothing seen, not 
a sound heard, but the animals have 
vanished. Did they desert us? We say 
that is: what happened, but each man 
of us knows that none of us believes 
it. Made 18 mi. Fear that Travers is 
going mad. 

JAN. 8.—Travers gone! He took 
the watch last night at 12, relieving 
Sutherland. That was the last seen of 
Travers—the last that we shall ever 
see. No tracks—not a sign in the 
snow. Travers, poor Travers, gone! 
Who will be the next? 

JAN. 9.—Saw it again! Why does 
it let us see it like this—sometimes? 
Is it that horror in Amundsen’s tent? 
Sutherland declares that it is not— 
that it is something even more hellish. 
But then S. is mad now—mad—mad 
—mad. If I wasn’t sane, I could 
think that it all was only imagination. 
But I saw it! 

JAN. 11.—Think it is the 11th but 
not sure. I can no longer be sure of 
anything—save that I am alone and 
that it is watching me. It is always 
watching. And sometime it will come 
and get me—as it got Travers and 
Sutherland and half of the dogs. 

Yes, today must be the 11th. For 
it was yesterday—surely it was only 
yesterday—that it took Sutherland. I 
didn’t see it take him, for a fog had 
come up, and Sutherland—he would 
go on in the fog—was so slow in 
following that the vapor hid him from 
view. At last when he didn’t come, 
I went back. But S. was gone—man, 
dogs, sled, everything was gone. Poor 
Sutherland! But then he was mad. 
Probably that was why it took him. 
Has it spared me because I am yet 
sane? S. had the rifle. Always he 
clung to that rifle—as though a bullet 
could save him from what we saw! 
My only weapon is an ax. But what 
good is an ax? 

JAN. 13.—Maybe it is the 14th. 
I don't know. What doec it matter? 
Saw it three times today. Each timé 
it was closer. Dogs su tow. ihat 
sound again. But I dare not look out. 
The ax. 

Hours later. Can’t write any more. 
Silence. Voices—I seem to hear voices. 
But that sound again. 

Coming nearer. At entrance now— 
now... e 
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i give you 


the secret power of 


CHINESE 
A 


The Deadly Oriental Fighting Art of Instantaneous Death 
That Requires No Strength or CLOSE BODY CONTACT. 


4K Self-defense without torturous training or rigorous exercise. * Makes your body a live fighting machine! Hands, feet, elbows 


x Instant self-defense for the weak, the defenseless, the fearful 


and the untrained. 


R eveated at last! The most secret, the most 
respected, the most effective of all the Ori- 
ental fighting arts—KUNG FU. So. simple 
that if you can read then you can easily mas- 
ter the theory of this “flick-of-the-wrist” 
technique. KUNG FU works on a secret 
principle yet its deadly force is easy to learn 
and easier still to apply. KUNG FU can take 
any one * without training and make him a 
fighting machine in seconds. 


THE SECRET OF KUNG FU REVEALED AT LAST 


KUNG FU is a fantastic method of self-defense 
that was buried in the mysteries of the past. Once 
a part of a mystic Oriental rite, its deadly fight- 
ing secrets were only taught by Shaolin Priests 
to those considered worthy only after years of 
Preparation and testing. KUNG FU was hidden 
from the public! Yet in spite of serious efforts 
to keep it from the world, word of its amazing 
ower spread. Masters of other fighting arts soon 
learned to fear and respect its techniques. They 
learned that KUNG FU harnesses certain dormant 
forces within you, enabling you to disable c.:d 
destroy with just a lightning flick-of-the-wrist, 
and that KUNG FU requires no strength or extra- 
ordinary skills, in fact KUNG FU’s brilliant de- 
fense never requires strength, size or undo exer- 


ee HOW KUNG FU WORKS 


KUNG FU is based on a simple yet lethally effec- 
tive principle. Ir is nor necessary to, physically 
match strength with your opponent in order to 
overcome his attack. You harness the enormous 
natural power of your own movements, KUNG FU, 
shows you how to take advantage of these funda 
mental laws of natural movement. Your rhythm 
is added to the very movement against you....so 
that all forces are added together and unleased 
against your opponent. This is KUNG FU—a force 
so simple yet so devastating that its techniques 
have stunned the world. 


KUNG FU IS BETTER 
THAN OTHER FORMS OF SELF DEFENSE 
KUNG FU is better than all other forms of self 
defense! Its secret lies in its simplicity and in its 
ability to overcome an attacker WITHOUT IN- 
TRICATE BODY CONTACT. Now. if you can 
read or look at pictures then you should be able 


*We do not claim that physically handicapped or 
other disadvantaged persons can perform these 
feats. Nor are these techniques claimed to be ef- 
fective against anyone armed with a loaded eun. 


to master the theory of this “flick-of-the-wrist” 
technique. YOU CAN WIN...EVEN IF YOUR 
OPPONENT IS BIGGER AND STRONGER 
THAN YOU. You can win if your attacker sur- 
prises you. And more KUNG FU means deadly. 
often crippling self defense where every part of 
your, body is a fearful weapon. Your feet. your 
ands. your elbows. your fingers become lethal 
weapons WITHOUT REQUIRING. SUPER MUS- 
CLE-POWER OR BRUTE FORCE. And you can 
do all this without years of training. special ex- 
ercises. and especially hundreds of dollars in cost 


WHAT KUNG FU WILL MEAN TO YOU 


With so many crimes of violence about us you 
could bé in danger—anytime—of being hurt_or 
worse humiliated! BUT NOW YOU CAN DO 
SOMETHING ABOUT IT. You can protect your- 

your family and your property with deadly 
efficiency in mere seconds. Ves and you can do 
it without years of training, hundreds of dollars 
in cost, and without long. painful practice. Re- 
gardless of size, strength or build you can beat 
the bullies and better the odds. Thanks to KUNG 
FU you need never be afraid again. You too can 
learn to overcome the fear of being shamed. You 
too can be the one that gives the beating! You too 
can control threatening. dangerous situations. 


WHY KUNG FU MAKES ALL THIS POSSIBLE 


Why??? Because KUNG FU is as deadly as it is 
simple. And it works for anyone.* Other forms of 
self defense like Judo or Karate require something 
special such as strength. speed. etc. ...to say noth- 
ing of endless practice. A judo Black Belt Master, 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 
3 WAYS OR MONEY BACK AT ANY TIME 


We're so sure that SECRETS OF KUNG FU 
is everything you'll ever want or need we 
make this unprecedented 3-Way Guarantee 
(2) You must be absolutely and complete. 
ly satisfied with the SECRETS OF KUNG FU 
and (2) KUNG FU. must never fail you, in 
fact, KUNG FU must help you turn every 
threatening “confrontation” into victory, 
and (3) KUNG FU must give you a sense of 
confidence and assurance you've never 
had before. Yes, SECRETS OF KUNG FU 
must do ail this and more or return at 
any time for a refund of your purchase 
price with no questions asked. You are 
the sole judge... could anything be fairer? 


IAMAMAMAMAMrI 


art yev! 


Araxi raNtve hrexievhievtia. 


even fingers become deadly weapons of defense. 
Faster, deadlier and easier than Judo, Savate or Karate. 


for example, must practice technique after tech- 
nique... and take years to master it all. NOT SO 
WITH KUNG FU! It's based on an entirely differ- 
ent concept. Technique and form aren't very im- 
portant, DEFENSE IS! KUNG FU is designed to 
help you defend yourself in most situations* with 
an absolute minimum in effort and a maximum in 


Pretec” COMPLETE COURSE REVEALED 
NOTHING ELSE TO LEARN 


The SECRETS OF KUNG FU are fully revealed 
in one amazing “how to” book, The course comes 
complete and there's nothing else to learn or buy. 
You find all the secrets, principles and techniques 
simple to master and easy to apply. You don't need 
any special apparatus of practice. dummies, ‘And 
once you master the SECRETS OF KUNG FU you 
can forget about other systems and other methods. 
Now. in the privacy of your home. you can learn 
the deadliest fighting secrets of ail time ar your 
very own pace! In just minutes you can find out 
how to deliver a crippling blow that leaves your 
opponent powerless and more...in seconds you 
can learn how to destroy your attacker's ability to 
fight... and much, much more. The fully revealed 
SECRETS OF KUNG FU, are so sensational that 
we make. you this surprising UNCONDITIONAL 
SWAY GUARANTEE, You must be satisfied not 
just one way but fully 3 different ways or it costs 
you nothing. 


as NO RISK OFFER ie 
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 3 WAYS 


CAPITAL ENTERPRISES, Dept.208 

227 East 45 Street, New York, N.Y. 10017 

Rush me the complete course of SECRETS OF 
KUNG FU. You guarantee me complete satis- 
faction 3° Ways... or I'll return the course 
at any time I-wish for a refund of my purchase 
price and there will be no questions asked. | 
Promise in return to use the deadly knowledge 
‘of KUNG FU for defense only and that | will 
never use its secrets as an aggressor ever. 


1 enclose $5 in (Cash C) Check [] Money 
Order (Please add S0¢ additional to cover 
postage and handling). SORRY NO COD's 


NAME 
ADDRESS 


city 


a oe ee el 


72 


Nha ce ce ee ee ee ee 


HEH... HEH... HEH... SALUTATIONS 
SINNERS ! COME, STEP INSIDE 
MY STEAMING CAULDRON 
ANO LET ME BREW YOU AN 
APPETIZING LITTLE 
PLATE OF HORROR! 


ATION FROM A 


AMP 


{Que TALE OF TERROR OPENS IN A SWANK 
MGHT CLUB... 


mite 


’ 


OH, YES, FREDDY WAS A REAL SPORT... AND 
THE GIRLS LOVED HIM.» 


| ve THERE 


FREDDy, § FREDDY, HONEY, BABY, IF L DIDN'T 
BE ANYTHING YOU'RE | WHY DO YOU HAVE {| GO OUT OF TOWN, 
ELSE, MR. OF COURSE, SUCH A | TO GO OUT OF THERE WOULDN'T 


ANPRE, MORE DARLING! 


HAMPAGNE!. Tego 
CHAM Ee! 


BE ANY FUN 


UGH, WHAT A FIG! WHY IS IT 
THAT ALL THESE RIGH DAMES. 
ARE AS UGLY AS SIN / 


FREDDY BOARDEP A TFAIN FOR INFORMED, DEAR READER, 


| ON THE FOLLOWING MORNING JUST To KEEP YOU WELL 
NEW HAMPSHIRE... FREDDY LAKE WAS A GIGOLO... 
ls 


WHEW.! WHAT A WEEK... 
NOTHER TWO DAYS AND I'D 
HAVE BEEN FLAT BROKE! 


FREDDY'S "ROMANCE" WITH LUCY CROMWELL HAD} \ Hew... HEH... HEH... FREDDY, THOUGH REVOLTED, 
BEEN CONDUCTED THROUGH THE MAILE! | | Pea HS ROLE OF LOVER WELL AND A SHORT 
TIME LATER... 


/ LUCY, YOU CAN'T 
KEEP ME WAITING 
ANY LONGER! YOu 
MUST MARRY ME. 
AND SOON / 


(GULP) L-LUCY, Lucy, my) 
DEAREST! 


“ FREDDY! 
FREDDY! 
DARLING! 


OH, YES, FREDDY/ 
YES, MY DARLING! 


UGH! SHE'S 
WORST THAN 


HER 
PICTURE! 


) THe WEDDING WAS HELD A WEEK LATER, , AND ON THE FOLLOWING NIGHT THE SHIP RAN INTO A 
DURING THEIR HONEYMOON, FREDDY LAID A PLAN TREMENDOUS SQUALL AND FREDDY WAS ABLE 
FOR DOING AWAY WITH HIS NEW "BRIDE"... TO PROCEED WITH H/S PLAN. 


I-I FEEL A LITTLE YES, LUCY... 
ISN'T THIS JUST SHE'S DRIVING SICK, DARLING...M-MAYBE J I'M SURE YOu'LL 
HEAVENLY, MY. ME NUTS! I'D I'LL SKIP DINNER / MISS THE 
DEAREST 2 LIKE To SLIT DINNER / 
HER THROAT! 
IF ONLY... HEY! 
THAT'S IT/ 


F-FREDDY DEAR, YOUR y I MEAN, MY CEAR NO, LUCY, YOU 


VOICE SOUNDS S-SO REVOLTING WIFE, A-A KNIFE... -FREODY YF WERE CRAZY To 
STRANGE! W-WHAT THAT You'LL. \. OE Ne: 


THINK L LOVED 
DO YOU MEAN 7 z BE DEAD! ye 


I'M GLAD SHE'S DEAD... UGLY WITCH ! 
NOW TO GET RID OF THE BODY AND 
I'M A FREE MAN... WITHA 
MCE INHERITANCE / 


Back ON THE SHIP FREODY WAS 
YELLING FOR "HELP"... 


HELP! HELP! M-MY WIFE... 
SHE FELL OVERBOARD... 
HELP! 


\ The sToRM SERVED TWO | Luey's BORY HIT THE WATER 
\ PURPOSES... /T HID LUCY'S 

| CRIES AND HELPED FREDDY 

| AISPOSE OF HER BODY... 


GOOD THING I DION'T GET 
ANY BLOOP ON ME / 


| Ae FREDDY HAP BANKED ON, THE VALIANT CREW WAS 
| UNABLE TO RECOVER LUCY'S BODY... 


Al MONTH LATER FREDDY RECEIVED A CHECK 
FROM LUCY'S LAWYERS AND HEADED BACK 
TO NEW YORK... 


I'M SORRY, 

IT'S No USE, MR. LAKE! I'M I--I UNDER- 
CAPTAIN! WE AFRAID THERE'S STAND, 
CAN'T EVEN NOTHING WE CAPTAIN / 

LAUNCH A CAN Dos 
LIFEBOAT IN 
THIS STORM! 


NOT BAD! $15,000 FOR A MONTH'S 
WORK ! WHAT A RACKET... THIS IS THE 
K FORTH DAME INA YEAR! 


\As FREOPY WAITED FOR HIS TRAIN TO ARRIVE, 
HS MIND WENT BACK TO THE OTHER THREE 

| "MRS. LAKES”... WHO HAD ALSO MET 

"UNFORTUNATE ” ACCIDENTS... 


Bur FREDDY HAD DONE WELL WITHOUT ALL HIS: 
WIVES... HEH, HEH, HEH, HE PREFERRED THEIR 
MONEY TO THE/R LIVES ... 


HERE, MARGO, BUY YOUR- FREDDY, 

SELF A LITTLE PRESENTS DARLING 

I LOVE TO SEE YOU'RE AN 
BEAUTIFUL GIRLS 


7Wo MONTHS LATER FREDDY WAS ONCE AGAIN 
ALMOST BROKE / AN APVERT/SEMENT (N ONE OF 
THE PAPERS SUPPLIED HIM WITH A NEW LEAD... 


\Qur GIGOLO WAS WELL VERSED IN THE WAYS OF 
\ CHARMING A WOMAN, AND /T WASN'T LONG BEFORE 
HE RECEIVED THE ANSWER HE HAD EXPECTED... 


ss°MY SERVANT WILL MEET YOU AT THE 
TRAIN, DEAR BOY! T'LL BE WAITING FOR 
YOU AT HOME! LOVE, LYDIA”! 


Older woman seeks 
attractive male com- 
Panion. Lots of money 
to spend on the right 
Person. Apply box 
625, long Gate, R.I 


As SHE HAD PROMISED IN HER LETTER, LYCIA 
STATION... 


MR. LAKE, I AM 
ROGER, MRS. 
SHERMAN'S 
HOUSEMAN / 


IS. IT 2? THE OLD GIRL 
MUST HAVE BEEN 
MARRIED BEFORE! 


SHERMAN'S SERVANT GREETED FREDDY AT THE 


FINE, I'M ALL SET! | 


SO IT'S MRS. SHERMAN, 


<i 


CUSHIONS OF A BIG CAR AS ROGER, DROVE 
HIM “HOME”... 


WHAT A CREEP THIS Guy IS! 
BUT GET A LOAD OF THIS PLACE... 
THE HAG MUST BE 
FILTHY RICH! 


FREDDY SETTLED BACK (NTO THE DEEP | 


He, HEH, HEH, FREDDY WAS TOO PREOCCUPIED 
WITH HIS OWN GREEDY THOUGHTS TO HEAR THE 
FINALITY WITH WHICH THE GATES LEADING INTO 


IN THE LIBRARY OF THE SPACIOUS, BUT FORE- 


LYOIA SHERMAN WELCOMED HER “DEAR Boy! \ 
BODING HOUSE... 


GOOD EVENING, 
LYDIA, LYDIA, MY FREDDY! SIT DOWN 
ANGEL, HOW I'VE ANP I'LL ORDER 
LOOKED FORWARD TEA «.. 
TO THIS 
MEETING! T... 


) Ar FIRST, FREDDY THOUGHT 
| THAT LYDIA'S ALOOF AIR WAS 
ie CAUSED BY SHYNESS... 


I'M NOT AT 
ALL AFRAID 


DARLING, YOU 
MUSTN'T BE 


AFRAID OF OF YOU, 
ME! I Love FREDDY...I'D 
YOU AND... PREFER... HOW- 
EVER, THAT 


ROGER BROUGHT IN TEA AND 
FREDDY TRIED HIS USUAL 
CHARM ON LYDIA, BUT IT 
BECAME APPARENT THAT IT 
WAS USELESS... 


I DON'T GET THIS WHOLE 

SET-UP... THAT ZOMBIE - 

LIKE HOUSEMAN... AND 

HER JUST SITTING 

THERE...STARING - 
AT ME / 


As THE HOURS PASSED 
FREDDY BECAME MORE AND 
MORE PUZZLED / 


SHE HASN'T. 

SAID TEN WORDS 

SINCE I GOT HERE ! 

CRIPES, THIS PLACE 

IS GIVING ME THE = 
CREEPS, 


/ MR. SHERMAN PASSED ON %, \ AS HE PREPARED FOR BED 
BECAUSE OF A... ER... A y FREODY WAS SURPRISED TO 
BLOOD_DISORDER ! MADAM FIND HE WAS TIRED EVEN 

(S OFTEN SILENT! THOUGH THE HOUR WAS EARLY... 


|AFTER DINNER FREDDY WAS 
) USHERED TO HIS ROOM... 


l 
THANKS, LOOK, 
ROGER, THAT OLD 
DAME NEVER 
OPENS HER TRAP... 
AND WHAT BECAME 
OF MISTER 
SHERMAN 7 


/ THIS WILL 


FUNNY... ZT HAVEN'T DONE 
A THING ALL DAY AND YET 
T'M DEAD TIRED/ 


ON THE FOLLOWING MORNING WHEN HE WENT 
DOWN TO BREAKFAST... 


DID YOU SLEEP LIKE A TON OF 
WELL, SIR 7 BRICKS... WHERE'S 
=a Bo MRS. SHERMAN 7 ISN'T J 
Be Ye SHE COMING DOWN {| 
TO BREAKFAST 2. 


THE GIGOLO IMMEDIATELY FELL INTO A DEEP 
SLEEP... S50 DEEP THAT HE DIDN'T HEAR HIS 


DOOR OPEN... 


FOR THE NEXT TWO WEEKS THE SAME 
ROUTINE PREVAILED! FREDDY SAW LYDIA 
ONLY IN THE EVEN/NGS,.. 


T 
Hy ] WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH ME 7 I'M 
ALWAYS TIRED... I'M LOSING WEIGHT, 
TOO ! SOMETHING FUNNY'S GOING 
ON HERE 7 


/ NO, SIR, SHE REMAINS WITH A FACE LIKE 
IN HER ROOM UNTIL THAT, I DON'T BLAME 
EVENING / HER/ 


=a 


CONTINUED ON BACK COVER 


Vii! TALL avy 


SSLEZ 


GLOW in the 
DARK EYES 


Imagine your friends 
shock when they see the | 
“MONSTER” reachin 
—sinister as the wi hat 
nightmare. Bigger than 
lite—Frankenstein—the 
man-made mon at 
terrorized the world. 7 
feet tall, with eyes that 
glow eerily in the dark 
for a special thrilling 
chill, So lifelike in ai 
thentic colors, that you'll 
probably find yourself 
talking to him. Won't 
you be surprised if he 
answers! 

There is also nis perfect 
companion—BONEY the 
SKELETON—s' 
scary—just aw 

pair to set your 


end. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
3c 


ster you want_ 0 
TWO AND SAVE. (The same 
35c ‘or postage. and han: 
dling applies to orders 
for TWO MONSTERS— 
total of 2 f 

Your money b: 
satistactori! 

HONOR HOUSE 

DEPT. 72 


“45” 


22 CAL. 

PELLET | °°” $1 m 

FIRING 

“STINGER AUTOMATIC” 
50-22 Cal. Pellets Free. 


Looks and feels like a real Colt 45" auto- 
nches long —4 inches high. 
ellets as fast as you can pull 


FREE supply of targets 

2 cal. pellets. Money back 

d. Just send $1.00 plus 35c for 
postage and handling, Not sold in NY City. 


HONOR HOUSE Dept 472AT24Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563} 
fesidents saa state ang local sal 


X-RAY SPECS 


An Hilarious Optical Illusion 


Ne 


Scientific optical principle really works. Imagine 
— you put on the "X-Ray" Specs and hold your 
hand in front of you. You seem to be able to 
look right through the flesh and see the bones 
underneath. Look at your friend. Is that really 
his body you “'see” under his clothes? Loads 
of laughs and fun at parties. only $1.25 plus 

25¢ shioping charges Money Back Guarantee 
HONOR HOUSE DEPT <72XC24 | YNBROOK, N.Y. 11563 

NY State resicents age state and local sales tax 


i DAYLIGHT... OR IN DARKNESS! 
LIGHTWEIGHT ...ONE HAND) 
WING! 

[@]insTaNtiy PORTABLE. 
TAKE IT ANYWHERE! 


ONLY 


$1398 , 
ABSOLUTELY PRIVATE NIEWING 
EVERYTIME 


You'll actually see your movies in “new light” because you are tm mee — mao 

right up close to them! They bloom big and bright as life right TURE SRON | ANY 
before your eyes! There's none of that vague, fuzzy “outline | 3 
effect” so common with ordinary projectors! The realism and | please rush me [] 8mm [) Super 8 


i} 

| 

clarity of movies viewed on the PM-8 PRIVATE MOVIE PRO- | 1,.¢ re O! | 
JECTOR is absolutely breathtaking! [Private Movie Viewer | 
11! enciose $13.98 in full payment. 1 

| 

| 


Batteries 
not included 


47224 


(please 26d 75c shipoing charges). 
it and will vay 


This is the first and only private viewing device ever produced 
that is made to accspt full 200’ reels of film. You get twice as 


much viewing time every time you watch. No more splicing plus postage and COD handling 

film onto smaller reels! No interruptions! You see the whole |! charges on delwe 

reel....all the way through! i} 
NAME I 
[ avoness 

No. PMR-1 Regular 8mm. (srare E/THER SUPER-8 | oe ' 

No. PMS-2 Super-8mm. 2% REG. & MODEL) 1 1 

sain To 


IMPORTED 


LOCK BLADE 
STILETTO 


“POWER AUTOMATIC” 
Pellet Firing Target Pistol 


9” Overall Length 
5” When Closed 
© Opens instantly 
© Sharp and 


Flips 

open in 

startly and 

locks auto 

matically to 

prevent acc: 

dental closing 

Razor sharp 

tough stainiess 

steel blade for re 

lable use and hard 

long service Money 

back in 5 days #f not 

satisfied Send $2.75 

plus 25¢ to cover post 
age and handing 


ALLEY SPORTS MO Div. 


Dept. 4728T24 


as 
FREE 50 Reusable $@25 U4 
22 Cal. Pellets only 1 


Rapid firing 22 cal. fully 9 inches long with the 
look and feel of an “undercover” automatic. Snap 
the “silencer on or remove it for fast combat- 
type target practice. FREE 50 reusable 22 cal. 
pellets and supply of targets. Money back guaran 
tee if not satisfied. Just send $1.25 plus 35c for 
postage and handling. 
HONOR HOUSE PROD. 
Lynbrook, 
Not ssid in NYC 
= a 
20 COURSE HOME STUDY PROGRAM 


> 


TEM i 


JUDO, BOXING, SAVATE, 


Isometric Muscle Building, 
Endurance, Stunts, etc. 


Here is what you get! 
© 20 best KARATE Blows and Chops 
SAVATE French foot fighting 


it. 472PA24 


35 Wilbur Street, Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 


‘Only 


© MAGAZINE LOADING CLIPX_~~ 
© OVER 15 MOVING PARTS ONLY 
© FULLY AUTOMATIC 

Aatonaiie full size model’ 
ote 


‘Luger Automatic pistol’ 
ring 


complete Nerve center anatomy chart 
F @ JUDO throws, Jiu Jitsu holds 
5 i: isometric muscle building course 
S bullet shaped pallets. Has xtc @ Endurance Exercises and lots more 


atte slide action. Made of 

styrene with amazing. sttention 

OST AVTHENTIC MODEL Got WE'VE. EVER seEW 
parts disassembled 

with cloveriy engineered speings, full eerie. 


yupply of pallets and tareats, Fol Mowwy 
fearantoe. ‘Simply send 81-00 pies oc ging rig 
WONOR House cone. 


u"Uees by coment of Sisoger Arme Gxt? 
AY state rentdents ade state and local sales © 


Karate Practice | 


[ FRE: and Nerve Center Chart 


Satisfaction guaranteed or y back. Send 
just $1.00 plus 35c for posti 


GUARANTEED DISTRIBUTORS DEPTA72KR24 
LYNBROOK, N.Y. 11563 
NY State residents add state and local sales tax 


a 


FEARING THAT MIS FOOD MIGHT BE PO/SONED, THAT NIGH: 7, UNLIKE OTHER NIGHTS, FREDDY 
FREDDY DELIBERATELY ATE ONLY WHAT LYDIA ATE... UNABLE TO SLEEP... 


L = TR ana | 


THAT OLP WITCH HAS BEEN DOPING ME... BUT, 
SKIP IT... DON'T WANT ANY / WHY ? L DON'T GET IT... AEY./ THE . 
i" D-DOOR, IT'S OPENING ! 


MAYBE THAT'S IT... SHE 
NEVER DRINKS COFFEE! 


i —, 


AY 


HEH, HEH, HEH, NOT KNOWING WHAT ELSE 7O DO FREDDY SUDDENLY FELT HIS THROAT CLUTCHED 
FREODY FEIGNED SLEEP AS LYO/A ANP ROGER IN A VWISE-LIKE GRASP! 
SILENTLY ENTERED HIS ROOM... —— 
= = — ame M-MY Gop! YOU'RE BUT L CAN'T STAY 

BUT IS IT WISE IT CANNOT BE HELPED, A VAMPIRE / D-DON'T! AWAY FROM YOu, 

MADAME 7HE DID \'|\_ ROGER... Z MUST GET AWAY DEAR BOY... I 
NOT ORINK THE HAVE 177 FROM Me / Be NEED YOU..NEED 
COFFEE... HE ? : YOU BADLY / 
MAY AWAKEN / z 


SIX MONTHS AGO... 


IN HIS TERRIFIED DAZE THE FREDDY WRITHED IN AGONY AS THAT WAS 
WHOLE HIPEOUS TRUTH WAS LYDIA'S SHARP FANGS SANK NOW FREDPY'S SCREAMS 
FINALLY CLEAR TO FREDDY... INTO HIS THROAT... AREM'T AS LOUD... HIS 

HE UNDERSTOOD, MR. SHERMAN'S RESISTANCE !5 LOW... HE'S 
DEATH! DOOMED AND HE KNOWS / 


YOU KILLED YOUR, S, MY IIS IT TIME i 
HUSBAND... BY AGAIN, LYDIA 7.7 YES, DEAR 
DRAINING OFF BOY... IT'S 
ALL HIS y TIME AGAIN! 
BLoop! YOU'LL LAST 1 
LONGER THAN 
POOR ALFRED | ‘ 


DID! & t 


